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Announcement. 

—^^-  .HE  verses  and  pictures  which  compose  this 
I  I  little  volume  have  appeared  at  intervals  In 
'  the  Sunday  issues  of  the  Kansas  City 
Star  and  are  reproduced  here  through  the 
courtesy  of  the  Kansas  City  Star  company. 
The  verses  are  by  Bide  Dudley,  writer  of  "Tidings 
of  the  Times,"  and  the  pictures  are  by  Harry  Wood, 
the  head  of  the  art  department  of  the  paper.  In  repro- 
ducing the  pictures  the  publishers  have  spared  no  effort 
to  make  them  the  best.  The  imprints  herein  shown  are 
from  skillfully  etched  copper  plates. 

The  collection  is  issued  to  meet  a  demand  created 
by  the  immense  popularity  which  has  greeted  the 
sketches,  and  in  response  to  many  urgent  requests  for  a 
little  volume  from  those  who  have  been  admirers  of 
them. 
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**  LONESOME/' 

Here,  Tige,  come  here,  ole  feller,  here, 

You  '11  understand  somehow, 
They  've  took  her  off,  an'  you  an'  me 

Ain't  got  no  mother  now. 
I  'm  'fraid  we  '11  miss  her  awful,  Tige, 

She's  gone  fer  good,  ole  man. 
We  '11  have  to  take  an'  git  along 

The  best  way  that  we  can. 

You  're  go'n'  to  miss  that  plate  uv  bones 

She  give  you  day  by  day, 
Fer,  'ceptin'  me  an'  her,  the  folks 

Said  you  wuz  in  the  way; 
You  're  go'n'  to  miss  her  pettin',  too, 

Fer  Mom  sure  was  yer  friend; 
I  'm  go'n'  to  miss  her,  Tige,  too  much 

Fer  you  to  comperhend. 

Sis  sez  to  try  hard  not  to  cry; 

That  she  '11  take  care  uv  me, 
But  that  ain't  it;  it  ain't  the  care — 

I  'm  lonesome  as  can  be. 
If  Mom  was  only  here  agin, 

I  wouldn't  care  whot  came. 
We  won't  fergit  her — will  we,  Tige? 

We  '11  love  her  jist  the  same. 


**A  CHURCH  SOLILOQUY/' 


By  Joe!  he  's  startin'  in  agin, 

That  preacher  makes  me  sick; 
I  'm  wastin'  time  in  church ;  the  kids 

Are  swimmin'  in  the  crick, 
I  wisht  I  had  some  gum  to  chew, 

Er  paper  wads  to  throw, 
Ef  I  cud  pop  that  old  maid  onct, 

Things  wouldn't  be  so  slow. 

I  'd  like  to  steal  a  little  nap. 

Like  Uncle  Jimmy  Worth, 
That  fly 's  a-settin'  on  his  nose, 

Jest  like  it  owned  the  earth. 
I  '11  bet  a  fly  has  lots  uv  fun 

In  church  ef  it  jest  tries ; 
Although  the  preacher  makes  me  sore, 

He  does  good  fe:^  flies. 

I  'd  like  to  be  the  President, 

I  would  n't  never  let 
No  parents  bring  their  kids  to  church, 

On  that  there  you  cud  bet. 
My  father  sez  church  saves  yer  soul, 

An'  makes  you  well-berhaved, 
I  'd  ruther  wait  'bout  twenty  years, 

Before  I  get  mine  saved. 


^'MOTHERLESS/' 

She  's  sleepin'  now;  pore  little  thing, 

Her  breath  's  a-comin'  deep; 
To  me  there  's  somethin'  holy  in 

A  little  baby  's  sleep, 
She  '11  hardly  know,  in  years  to  come, 

The  loss  that  she  has  had; 
Her  dad  is  left,  but  mother  love 

Can  hardly  come  frum  Dad. 

It  seems  to  me  she  's  cried  so'^much 

She  's  kep'  herself  awake. 
An'  ev'ry  little  baby  sob, 

Has  made  my  old  heart  ache, 
I  'm  carin'  fer  her  now  while  Gabe 

Is  restin' ;  he  ain't  fer, 
We  've  took  our  turns  fer  near  afweek, 

A-watchin'  over  her. 

I  only  wisht  her  grandma  wus 
Still  here  to  calm  her  fears ; 

But  what 's  the  use  of  wishin'  ?  she  's 
Been  gone  'most  'leven  years, 

We  'U  watch  the  child  as  best  we  can, 
She  's  all  in  all  to  Gabe, 

The  Lord  seen  fit  to  take  Kate  off. 
He  '11  not  desert  her  babe. 


THE  TANTALIZERS/ 


They  've  got  the  demdest  set  uv  boys 

At  Scruggses,  Bill  an'  Bert 
Jest  act  as  though  they  dearly  love 

To  do  a  feller  dirt, 
I  never  get  to  work,  it  seems, 

A-grubbin'  with  the  hoe, 
But  what  they  get  their  fishin'  poles, 

An'  down  the  road  they  go. 

To  see  them  bobbins  danglin'  'long 

Jest  nigh  on  sets  me  wild, 
But  still  them  Scruggses  never  know 

That  they  have  got  me  riled, 
I  give  'em  jest  one  look  uv  scorn. 

An'  grip  onto  my  hoe. 
But  in  my  heart  I  'd  give  the  world, 

If  I  could  quit  an'  go. 

Them  Scruggses  know  while  Dad  's  on  hand, 

That  here  I  'm  bound  to  be, 
An'  yet  they  come  clean  out  their  way 

To  rub  it  in  on  me, 
Some  day  when  them  two  grins  at  me, 

At  work  an'  out  uv  breath, 
I  'm  either  goin'  fishin'  er 

I  '11  beat  them  kids  to  death. 
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**  JILTED/' 

There  now,  'Mandy;  quit  yer  grievin*, 

You  're  a-pinin' — yes  you  air, 
I  kin  see  it;  seein  's  b'lievin'. 

Where  's  that  smile  you  used  to  wear? 
You  air  tryin'  hard  to  bear  it 

An'  be  brave;  that 's  plain  to  see. 
Better  let  your  daddy  share  it ; 

You  're  the  world  an'  all  to  me. 

'Tain  't  fer  me  to  mean  to  scold  you, 

That  ain't  what  I  want  to  do. 
True,  he  hadn't  ought  a-told  you 

All  that  'bout  a  love  fer  you, 
But,  perhaps,  it 's  really  better 

That  he  wed  the  girl  frum  town, 
Some  day  you  '11  be  glad  he  met  her, 

An'  then  took  an'  turned  you  down. 

Yes,  I  know  yer  heart 's  a-breakin*. 

But  yer  grievin',  'Mandy,  dear, 
Gives  my  own  a  double  achin'. 

Worst  I  've  had  in  twenty  year. 
Let  old  mem'ry  scenes  go  flittin', 

Don't  be  pinin'  'way  fer  him; 
There  now,  'Mandy,  try  fergittin', 

Time  tdl  bring  another  Jim. 


^'CONSOLING  THE  INVALID/' 

Hello,  Jimmy!  How  youfeelin'? 

Here  's  a  apple,  Jim,  frum  Ted, 
Poor  ole  Rover  's  ben  a-squealin' 

Fer  you  sence  you  ben  in  bed. 
All  the  gang  is  in  a  hurry 

Fer  you  to  get  out  agin, 
They  sent  word,  Jim,  not  to  worry. 

Bill  sez  grit  yer  teeth  an'  grin. 

Will  we  play  ball?    Well,  you  bet  you! 

You  11  get  strong  an'  jist  be  fine. 
We  11  be  doggone  glad  to  get  you, 

You  're  still  captain  uv  the  nine. 
Circus  comin'  an'  it 's  sure  one 

That  you  're  go'n'  to  go  an'  see; 
That  un  last  week  wus  a  poor  one, 

It  wus  bum  ez  it  cud  be. 

What  we  ben  a-doin'  ?    Listen — 

It  's  ben  too  darn  cold  to  swim. 
Fishin'  ?   Naw,  you  ain't  ben  missin' 

Hardly  nothin' ;  honest,  Jim, 
Don't  feel  bad.  I  '11  bet  a  dollar 

You  '11  be  out  soon  feelin'  great, 
When  you  're  well,  gee!   won't  we  holler! 

Bet  yer  life,  Jim !  you  jist  wait. 


''JEALOUS/' 

Some  girls  is  'bout  the  demdest  things 

That  I  have  ever  saw. 
There's  Susie  Green;  she  seems  to  be 

A  funny  one  f rum  taw. 
She  lets  that  Archie,  sissie  kid, 

Buzz  'round  her  like  a  bee. 
Now,  whot  that  girl  kin  see  in  him, 

Is  more  than  I  kin  see. 

Why,  he  ain't  got  no  sand  at  all, 

The  fellers  call  him  "vSweet," 
He  never  goes  out  barefooted, 

The  girls  might  see  his  feet. 
His  legs  is  simply  spindleshanks. 

He's  got  an  ugly  nose. 
I  can't  see  why  she  likes  that  kid, 

It 's  them  there  curls,  I  s'pose. 

Perhaps  if  I  should  bring  her  things, 

Like  flowers  ev'ry  day. 
She  'd  like  me,  too,  but  Gee!  the  gang 

'  Ud  take  me  f er  a  jay. 
I  guess  some  day  when  school  is  out, 

I  'U  take  that  sissy  kid 
An'  knock  the  stuffin'  out  uv  him. 

Where  she  kin  see  it  did.    .-. 


** MOM'S  ACHIN'  TOOTH/' 

Last  Tuesday  noon  when  Mom  come  home 

Frum  sewin'  circle  work, 
She  had  a  tooth  that  now  an'  then 

'Ud  give  a  awful  jerk. 
Pop,  sympathizin',  sez,   "Pore  thing, 

It  hurts  you  I've  no  doubt, 
Here  mother,  let  me  get  a  string, 

I  '11  pull  the  old  tooth  out." 

'Most  always  Mom  would  make  a  kick 

When  Pop  sez  anything, 
But  this  wuz  onct  she  didn't  an' 

She  let  him  pull  the  string. 
Well,  huUy  gee !   Mom  give  a  yell. 

An'  started  straight  fer  Pop, 
Pop  had  the  string  wotmd  'roimd  his  thumb, 

An'  couldn't  let  it  drop. 

Well,  Pop  stepped  sideways  'round  the 
room 
In  reg'lar  turkey  style. 

At  last  he  got  the  string  unwound, 
An'  went  outside  a  while. 

Now  Mom's  still  got  the  tooth,  an'  say- 
She  treats  Pop  awful  cool, 

She  sez  some  day  she  '11  have  it  ptilled, 
But  not  by  no  dam  fool. 


THE  OLD  PRAYER,' 


Say,  Mister,  do  you  recollect, 

Oh,  years  an'  years  ago, 
How  mother  used  to  take  you  while 

The  light  wus  bumin'  low, 
An'  have  you  say  in  quiet  tones, 

There  in  the  shadows,  deep, 
That  homely  little  pray'r,  uv,   "Now 

I  Lay  Me  Down  To  Sleep?" 

You  'member  how  you  learned  it 

Word  fer  word  at  mother's  knee? 
It  wuz  n't  hard  to  memorize — 

'Twus  easy  ez  cud  be, 
You  'member  when  you  'd  said  it  in 

Your  nightgown,  all  undressed, 
She  held  you  an'  she  rocked  you  till 

You  slept  on  mother's  breast? 

In  all  these  years  I  ain't  f ergot 

That  simple  little  pray'r. 
An'  lots  uv  times  it  's  helped  me  go 

To  sleep,  fergettin'  care. 
There  's  other  ones  that  people  say, 

That 's  grander,  I  '11  agree, 
But,  "Now  I  Lay  Me  Down  To  Sleep", 

Is  good  enough  fer  me. 


™m   ii  t ' 
Ijliilllii  I  V  \AUMum%  W 


*'MOTHER*S  CUSSIN'  CURE/' 

'Twus  years  ago  when  I  wus  young, 

But  still,  I  can't  forget 
The  cussin'  cure  that  mother  had, 

The  taste  seems  with  me  yet, 
The  treatment — did  it  bring  restilts  ? 

Well,  I  should  rather  hope! 
I  'm  talkin'  'bout  how  mother  used 

To  wash  our  mouths  with  soap. 

She  never  scolded  us  at  all, 

When  me  an'  Dan  'ud  cuss, 
She  'd  simply  say,  "You  boys,  come  here." 

It  did  no  good  to  fuss. 
She  'd  hold  us  'round  the  neck  in  turn, 

An'  then  the  soap  she  'd  take, 
An'  wash  our  mouths,  an,'  holy  smoke! 

The  faces  that  we  'd  make. 

Now  mother  ain't  been  here  for  years, 

But  still,  when  things  go  wrong. 
An'  I  get  mad  an'  cuss,  that  cure 

Comes  back,  yes,  good  an'  strong, 
I  seem  to  hear  her  say,   "Come  here," 

Once  more  I  scowl  an'  mope, 
An'  then  in  mem'ry  mother  seems 

To  wash  my  mouth  with  soap. 
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"FOR  MEMORY'S  SAKE/ 


Up  stairs  in  the  attic,  stored  'way  in  a  trunk, 

Is  a  little  old  suit  of  brown  clothes. 
They  're  no  thin'  to  look  at — ^they  're  busted  an'  shrunk, 

To  us,  though,  they  're  more  than  you'd  s'pose; 
They  'mind  us  of  other  days ,  mother  an'  me, 

Uv  days  that  are  far  in  the  past, 
They  b  'longed  to  a  baby  we  once  had,  you  see, 

We  '11  stick  to  them  clothes  to  the  last. 

// 
It  seems  like  'twus  yesterday,  but  it's  been  years, 

Since  those  little  garments  wus  new; 
Still,  sight  uv  'em  makes  us  both  fight  back  the  tears, 

Fer  maybe  a  minute  er  two;-'  /^.  i-<^.^  ^%^:->j«s^^ 

I  see  us  a-buyin'  'em  when  he  wus  three, 

Down  there  in  that  old  Big  Bend  store; 
I  see  him  a-wearin'  'em,  proud  as  cud  be; 

I  hate  to  look  back  to  see  more. 

It 's  thirty  -  odd  years  since  we  put  'em  away,    '  / 

But  sometimes  we  go  up  above 
An'  visit  the  clothes  fer  a  half  hour's  stay. 

They  'mind  us  uv  scenes  that  we  love. 
We  ain't  got  the  baby;  we  lost  him  one  day, 

He 's  sleepin'  back  east  at  Big  Bend, 
But  we  've  got  the  clothes  an'  I  jest  want  to  say, 

We  '11  keep  'em,  you  bet,  till  the  end, 


**THE  BLESSIN*/' 

I  like  to  look  back  to  the  days 

When  me  an'  Jim,  my  brother, 
Wus  youngsters  liyin'  on  the  farm, 

The  days  of  Dad  an'  Mother. 
I  call  to  mind  some  things  we  did 

That  kept  the  old  folks  guessin' ; 
Among  them  wus  our  "actin'  up" 

When  father  asked  the  blessin', 

I  see  us  at  the  table  just 

A-snickerin'  an'  nudgin', 
I  see  both  Ma  an'  sister  Nell, 

With  not  a  muscle  budgin', 
I  hear  Jim  say:  '  'Bill,  quit  that,  now," 

As  in  his  chair  he  wiggles. 
While  both  uv  us  are  doubled  up, 

About  to  bust  with  giggles. 

But  that  ain't  all;  I  see  a  switch 

On  certain  trousers  landin', 
I  see  two  youngsters  who  prefer 

To  eat  their  supper  standin' ; 
Those  lickin'  s  hurt — ^you  bet,  but  still 

I'd  gladly  take  the  dressin'. 
If  me  an'  Jim  could  laugh  once  more. 

When  father  asked  the  blessin' . 


^'SUNDAY  MORNING/' 

They  's  sev'ral  kids  in  this  here  town 

That  I  'm  a-go'n'  to  whip, 
They  think  I  won't  but,  dern  'em  all, 

1 11  fool  'em  each  a  trip, 
I  '11  learn  'em  how  to  guy  a  frien' 

Who  gits  in  this  here  fix, 
I  've  took  their  joshin'  long  enough, 

It 's  time  fer  us  to  mix. 

It^s  jist  my  luck  to  have  a  Dad 

That  runs  a  Sunday  school. 
If  them  kids'  fathers  wus  like  him, 

They  would  n't  act  the  fool. 
They  know  I  gotta  go  up  there 

An'  play  like  I  wus  good, 
I  'm  achin'  jist  to  punch  'em  now, 

I  only  wisht  I  could. 

Now  look  at  Skinny  Peterball, 

A-grinnin'  like  a  chump. 
An'  Skeeter  Barnes;  them  's  surely  two 

That  I  'm  a-go'n'  to  bump, 
I  '11  learn  some  manners  to  that  gang, 

Frum  Jimmy  up  to  Lem, 
What  if  I  do  'tend  Sunday  school, 
I'm  jist  ez  good  ez  them. 
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'*  LICKED/' 

I  'm  go'n'  to  take  an'  run  away, 

Yes,  sir,  I  'm  go'n'  to  skip, 
They  ain't  no  law  to  make  me  stay 

Fer  that  there  man  to  whip, 
I/ll  run  away  to  war  an'  get 

Killed  fightin'  if  I  can, 
An'  when  he  sees  me  dead  I  '11  bet 

He  '11  be  a  sorry  man. 

He  had  no  right  to  lick  me  so, 

Fer  doin'  what  I  did, 
I  '11  bet  he  smoked  pipes  years  ago. 

When  he  was  jist  a  kid, 
Perhaps  I  '11  get  him  put  in  jail, 

That  there  'ud  cook  his  goose, 
I  'd  make  him  beg  an'  weep  an'  wail, 

Before  I  'd  turn  him  loose. 

If  I  don't  go  to  war  an'  die, 

I  'U  rise  to  fame  an'  then 
He  '11  feel  ashamed  to  think  how  I 

Wus  licked  when  I  wus  ten, 
I  'm  go'n'  to  take  an'  run  away, 

I  am — jist  wait  an'  see, 
I  don't  care  what  he  '11  have  to  say 

His  home  's  no  place  fer  me. 


**  MISSY  JONES/' 

Jist  looky  there  at  Tommy  Jones, 

A-playin'  with  them  girls! 
It  won't  be  long,  the  fellers  think, 

Till  he  11  be  growin'  curls ; 
He  hangs  around  with  'em,  by  Joe ! 

'Most  ev'ry  doggone  day, 
The  kids  all  call  him  Missy  Jones 

Fer  actin'  that  a- way. 

He  never  goes  with  boys  at  all. 

He  's  skeered  to  learn  to  swim; 
He  can't  play  ball  a  little  bit, 

Dolls  is  the  game  fer  him ; 
He  wears  his  stockin's  an'  his  shoes 

No  matter  where  he  goes; 
I  guess  he  's  skeered  his  lady  frien's 

Might  see  his  pretty  toes. 

Some  day  the  gang  is  go'n'  to  try 

To  cure  that  little  dunce, 
We  '11  take  an'  duck  him  in  the  crick. 

An'  do  some  other  stunts. 
We  think,  by  givin'  him  a  course, 

That  maybe  by  nex'  fall. 
He  '11  git  a  little  sense ;  jist  now 

He  ain't  got  none  at  all. 


^*  UNLICENSED/' 

There,  Tige,  old  feller,  listen  now, 

Don't  growl  or  fight;  keep  still, 
Jist  go  along;  I  '11  git  you  out, 

Oh,  honest  Tige,  I  will. 
He  sez  two  dollars  is  enough, 

I  '11  raise  it,  Tige,  you  bet, 
So  jist  be  good,  old  boy,  an'  wait — 

I  've  never  quit  you  yet. 

You  know  that  dollar  that  we  earned 

A-drivin'  cows  fer  Joe  ? 
I  've  got  it  yet  an'  half  uv  it 

Is  your  'n  by  rights,  you  know, 
An'  there  's  my  rifle,  'member  it? 

I  '11  sell  it,  Tige,  to-day, 
It  cost  four  dollars  an'  it 's  worth 

A  dollar,  an3rway. 

I  know  the  folks  don't  like  you  much, 

But,  Tige,  the  folks  ain't  me, 
You  've  been  my  friend  fer  three  whole 
years. 

The  best  friend  there  cud  be, 
Jist  let  'em  take  you,  Tige,  good  bye 

I  '11  git  you  out,  I  vow, 
I  never  yet  have  shook  you,  Tige, 

I  ain't  a-go'n'  to  now. 


"LEFT  ALONE/* 

You  ask  ine  why  I  'm  sighin', 

Well,  I  '11  tell  you;  listen  here 
To  see  a  feller  cryin' 

At  a  weddin  's  sort  o'  queer, 
For  that's  a  time  when  sadness 

Shouldn't  ever  have  a  part. 
But  when  it  comes  to  gladness. 

Why,  it 's  lackin'  in  my  heart. 


I  raised  her  frum  a  baby, 

Why,  I  even  chose  her  name, 
0'  course  I  '11  see  her  maybe 

Now  an'  then,  but  not  the  same 
As  I  used  to  when  she  'd  meet  me 

At  the  door  three  times  a  day. 
An'  hug  me  tight  an'  greet  me. 

In  her  lovin'  sort  o'  way. 


She  spent  the  time  a-weepin', 

An'  a-pinin'  'way  fer  Jim, 
One  day  we  laid  her  sleepin', 

In  the  ground  'long  side  uv  him, 
She  left  a  note  a-givin' 

Me  the  little  girl  to  raise. 
An'  life  has  been  worth  livin', 

She  has  brightened  all  my  days. 


You  recollect  her  mother? 

Well,  some  forty  years  ago, 
Why,  I  wuz  her  big  brother, 

Long  before  she  had  a  beau, 
Tdid  n't  act  contrary, 

When  Jim  took  her  fer  his  bride, 
Fer  he  jest  worshipped  Mary, 

Till  the  day  the  feller  died. 


I  know  the  man  she  's  choosin' 

Came  an'  won  her  fair  an'  square, 
But  still,  the  love  I  'm  losin', 

Makes  the  future  look  so  bare, 
You  asked  me  why  I  'm  sighin' — 

Well,  I  told  it  frum  the  start, 
To  laugh  'ud  jest  be  lyin', 

'Cause  it 's  lackin'  in  my  heart . 


"FATHER  AND  THE  PIANO/' 

My  father  is  a  funny  man, 

He  thinks  he  knows  a  lot, 
But  mother  sez,  to  tell  the  truth, 

It 's  little  sense  he  's  got, 
The  other  day  Mom  sez  to  him : 
"John,  send  the  tuner  'round, 
The  upright 's  got  a  busted  key 

That  won't  give  out  a  sound." 

"Why,  goodness  me,"  Pop  sez  to  her, 

"Is  that  key  all  that 's  wrong? 
Here,  I  '11  go  get  a  tool  er  two, 

An'  fix  it — 't  won't  take  long," 
He  started  fer  that  insterment, 

An'  took  it  all  apart, 
'I  '11  show  these  tuners  things,"  sez  Pop, 
"They  reaUy  ain't  so  smart." 

Well,  when  Pop  got  the  thing  apart, 
An'  all  his  clothes  was  mussed. 

He  found  he  coiild  n't  screw  it  back. 
An'  went  outside  an'  cussed, 

A  bill  uv  'xactly  'leven  plunks. 
Pop  got  fer  all  his  pains. 

"I  knew  he  'd  fail,"  Mom  calmly  sez, 
"He  has  n't  got  much  brains." 


A  PROTEST  FROM  DAD. 

When  Ellabella  starts  to  sing, 

Why,  folks,  'tween  me  an'  you, 
I  feel  like  gittin'  out  uv  there, 

An'  runnin',  yes  I  do. 
She  sez  that  I  ain't  musical, 

Perhaps  that  there  is  so, 
At  any  rate,  when  Ella  sings, 

I  've  simply  got  to  go. 

She  argues  that  she  's  got  a  voice, 

I  ' ve  never  said  she  ain't ; 
In  fact,  she  's  got  one  that  would  bring 

Profane  words  frum  a  saint, 
She  sez  she  '11  be  a  Melber  soon, 

I  wisht  she  'd  hurry  up, 
Fer  ef  she  don't  she  '11  have  her  Dad 

Resortin'  to  the  cup. 

Now,  Ellabella  's  got  to  quit. 

At  least,  when  I  'm  around, 
'Cause  home  ain't  home  fer  me  when  filled 

With  that  unearthly  sound. 
Perhaps  it  suits  that  dude  uv  hers, 

His  share  don't  have  to  stop. 
But  when  I  'm  home  she  's  got  to  quit, 

Er  somethin's  go'n'  to  drop. 


**WATAHMELON/' 

Look  heah,  Rufus,  lemme  tell  yoh, 

Yoh  ergwine  to  hab  er  treat, 
Good  luck  sho'ly  done  befell  yoh, 

Watahmelon  kain't  be  beat. 
Yes,  yoh  mouth  ergwine  ter  watah, 

Ah  doan'  blame  it,  nuthah,  chile; 
Grinnin',  well.  Ah  guess  yoh  oughtah; 

Melon  suah  meks  niggahs  smile! 

Fust  de  Lohd  He  mek  de  niggah, 

Den  He  say,  "Dat  coon  mus'  eat," 
So  de  Lohd  set  down  en  figgah. 

Den  He  mek  de  'possum  meat, 
Cohn  pohn  nex'  He  mek  ter  feed  us, 

Den  de  Lohd  add  ter  ouh  joy, 
D'rec'ly  all  de  white  folks  seed  us 

Eatin'  watahmelon,  boy. 

Niggah  might  be  poah  en  needy, 

But  dat  coon  ull  trade  his  hat 
Fo'  er  melon;  yes  indeedy! 

Yoh  kin  bet  yoh  life  on  dat, 
White  folks  like  it  but  dey  tell  us 

Dey  got  bettah  things  ter  eat ; 
Let  'em  keep  'em — coon  ain't  jealous, 

Ef  he  got  dat  melon,  sweet. 


A   VALENTINE   {I860) 

By  Grace  Noll  Crowell 

T      FOUND  an  old,  old  valentine 

■»■      Of  my  mother's,  yesterday ; 

An  age-stained,  lacy,  lovely  thing 

That  she  had  put  away 

Between  the  covers  of  a  hook; 

And  as  I  touched  it  there, 

I  saw  her  young  and  beautiful, 

The  sunjight  on  her  hair, 

The  love-light  in  her  dark  young  eyes 

That  years  could  not  destroy, 

And  through  the  paper  lace  there  walked 

My  father  as  a  boy. 

COMEWHERE  along  the  heavenly  lanes 
^      Today,  their  eyes  ashine, 
I  think  he  asks  her  once  again 
To  be  his  valentine. 


**  SUNBURNED/^ 

Recollect  him,  do  you,  mister, 

When  the  fellers  used  to  swim. 
The  plump  boy  whose  back  'ud  blister 

When  the  sun's  rays  got  at  him? 
'Member  how  some  feller  bolder 

Than  the  rest,  'ud  softly  slip 
Up  behind  an'  slap  his  shoulder, 

As  he  fixed  to  take  a  dip  ? 

Recollect  the  way  he  hollered 

At  the  smartin'  uv  his  back, 
An'  the  threatenin'  that  follered, 

For  the  boy  who  gave  the  whack  ? 
'Member  then  when  all  was  quiet. 

In  the  water  while  he  'd  play, 
How  some  other  boy  'ud  try  it, 

An'  then  dive  to  get  away? 

'Member  when  you  all  were  dressin'. 

How  that  boy  'ud  watch  each  one? 
Recollect,  you  kept  him  guessin', 

Slappin'  at  him  just  for  fun  ? 
Now  an'  then  his  fist  'ud  get  you, 

But  you  laughed,  of  course  you  did; 
Those  were  happy  times,  you  bet  you, 

'Less  you  were  the  sunburned  kid. 


*^  MOVING  THE  STOVE/' 

The  other  day  Mom  sez  to  Pop ; 

"A  man  I  'm  go'n'  to  git 
To  move  that  parler  heatin'  stove ; 

I  guess  we  're  through  with  it," 
Pop  sez;  "You'll  git  no  man  fer  that, 

I  '11  move  that  stove  right  now; 
It 's  such  a  simple  bit  uv  work; 

Jest  watch,  I  '11  show  you  how." 

Off  come  his  coat  an'  Pop  percured 

A  ladder  f  rum  the  shed ; 
Then  up  he  went  an'  grabbed  the  pipe. 

It  come  down  on  his  head. 
Pop  got  a  little  wild  an'  with 

Both  arms  he  made  a  swipe ; 
The  ladder  wabbled ;  Pop  fell  off, 

A-landin'  on  the  pipe. 

Now  Pop  's  a  pillar  uv  the  church, 

To  meekness  he  is  boun' ; 
But  say,  you  ought  a-heard  him  cuss ! 

My!  how  he  ranted  roun' ! 
The  soot  got  in  his  neck  an'  eyes, 

'Thus  more  than  he  could  stan' ; 
"Here,  Mrs.  Smith,"  he  called  to  Mom, 

"Go  git  yer  darned  ole  man." 


LICKIN'  THE  bowl; 


When  lookin'  back,  say  twenty  years, 

A  picture  comes  to  mind, 
Which  in  my  eye  beats  any  work 

Uv  art  you  'd  ever  find, 
I  see  a  kitchen ;  mother  there, 

Fer  cake  a-mixin'  dough, 
I  see  two  boys  a-hangin'  'roimd. 

To  "lick  the  bowl,"  you  know.? 

I  see  the  picture  changin'  now: 

The  dough  is  in  the  pan. 
An'  mother  's  passed  the  mixin'  bowl 

To  me  an'  brother  Dan; 
I  see  us  scrapin'  with  our  spoons, 

An'  lickin'  'em  in  haste, 
Each  one  a-tryin'  hard  to  get 

Most  uv  the  sweetened  paste. 

The  picture  as  I  see  it  is 

A  pleasure  to  recall; 
It  'minds  me  uv  my  boyhood  days, 

The  gladdest  days  uv  all ; 
It  don't  belong  to  me  alone, 

The  folks,  I  '11  bet,  are  few. 
Who,  glancin'  back  into  the  years, 

Can  't  see  that  picture,  too. 
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